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	On the Tip of the Sword

Come on, Regina," Emma smiled at the brunette in front of her. "You should really come with us. It's gonna be a lot of fun."

Regina shook her head and wrapped her sweater tightly around her-the wind coming in from her open foyer door was chilling her to the bone. "I get seasick rather easily, dear. Or don't you remember every time we were on that damned boat at Neverland?" Both women chucked, remembering how Regina would turn green and run to the side of the deck to dry heave. The mayor moved her hand to the blonde's forearm and squeezed it gently. "Besides, I think that Killian would much rather it just be you and Henry. We don't have a completely civil relationship."

Emma nodded and smiled, a hint of sadness in her eyes. Regina smiled back encouragingly. "Now, go and have a good day with Henry and the Pirate. I'm sure their waiting." A honk sounded from outside, and Emma turned to see her son and lover in her car, waiting for her impatiently.

"Come on love!" The blue eyed man shouted, smirking at her. His eyes moved not so subtly over Emma's body, and Regina almost gagged in disgust. He really had no self control. "The ocean won't have good tides for much longer!" Emma turned back to her friend.

"I guess that's my cue," she said apologetically. The sheriff leaned down and pressed a kiss to the mayor's cheek-something she had been doing more and more often. "I'll see you tonight, dinner?" Regina nodded in reply, and Emma grabbed her jacket, threw a smile at her friend, and walked out, slamming the door behind her.

Regina sighed as she walked to lock the door. She tried so hard to be supportive of her friends relationship with Killian, but she never could truly like him. Even though he seemed to have forgotten the fact that he kidnapped her and helped in her torture and near-death experience. Plus, he was so blatantly misogynistic to Emma. He'd pout and cry when the blonde would deny him anything. His glances would linger for far too long, he would grope her even when she tried to move away, _and_, he would flirt with other girls. _In front of his girlfriend._

And, she was not-so-secretly infatuated with Emma Swan.

For how long, she wasn't able to decide. Perhaps it was when the blonde had tried to chop down her apple tree. Or maybe when she saved her from the wraith. The brunette really had no clue, just knew that she was in love with Emma, and that she could never have her.

"Tell me why Killian would want to come over, Emma!" Regina shouted at the sheriff. "Why?"

Emma pressed her thumb and forefinger to the bridge of her nose. "I already told you, he just wants to try and be your friend! He wants to be a part of my family, and that includes you, too!" Regina laughed darkly and shook her head, turning her back on the blonde.

"Have you not seen the way he looks at, oh, I don't know, _every other woman in town_?!" She yelled, tears springing hot into her eyes. "I don't know if I want to be alone with him!" The mayor began to shake from anger and confusion. Before she fell, she sat down on the floor and slammed her fists into the ground. "I don't want him to… to, hurt me," the woman whispered, her voice broken. Emma raised a brow, leaning down to sit with Regina. Hesitantly, she wrapped her arms around the older woman.

"Regina, what do you mean?" She whispered. The mayor shook her head and wiped at her eyes aggressively. She stood up quickly and pushed her friend away.

"Nothing," She hissed bitterly. "Tell Killian he can come over tomorrow for lunch. I'll see you tomorrow for dinner." She raised her hand, and Emma disappeared in a puff of purple smoke.

At precisely 12:30 pm, Regina heard a knock on her front door. The brunette bit her lip, knowing that it was Killian. Well, she thought, he's already here, and I can't not let him come in. Slowly, she walked to the door and opened it, seeing Killian standing in front of it. He was wearing his usual attire for this world, dark jeans, boots, a t-shirt and black leather jacket. "Hello, Regina. May I come in?" Regina raised a perfectly manicured eyebrow, shocked at the pirate's politeness.

"Of course. I have lunch already set up for us." She opened the door wider, and the dark haired man walked in. He placed his coat on the coat rack, then walked out to the dining room to prepare to eat. "I hope you like what I made." She said meekly.

Killian nodded. "Your lasagna is well known through the town, but I seem to be one of the only people here not to have it," Both of the adults chuckled awkwardly before beginning to eat.

Most of the meal was spent in uncomfortable silence. Regina couldn't think of anything to say, and it seemed like Killian was waiting to talk until he didn't have food in his mouth. The brunette would take a sip of her cider, and Killian would stop ever so subtly and look at her as she drank. The man had only taken one long gulp of his drink in the time he'd been sitting.

"Excuse me," Regina said quietly as she stood up from her seat. "I need to go freshen up for a moment." Before Killian could respond, she walked quickly to the bathroom on the lower floor. The woman shut the door and leaned against it, her head in her hands. This whole thing was so awkward and uncomfortable. Apparently, neither of them could think of anything to talk about, and he already knew she didn't like him. Sighing in defeat, she fake flushed the toilet and decided to talk about their one common interest-Emma.

Regina walked out of the bathroom and back to her seat, staring at Killian. They both only had a couple of bites left in their meals, but for some reason, the mayor didn't feel hungry. "So, love, what do you want to talk about?" The pirate asked.

Regina cleared her throat. "So, um, how's Emma been? I mean, I know she's been fine, I see her every day, but still, I-" The man chuckled.

"Emma has been fine." He answered. "She talks about you a lot. She's happy that she can be a family with you and Henry." Regina smiled and took a deep breath. Good, this was going well. "I just don't understand something, however." The woman raised her brow and took a drink of her cider. "Why would she want to be in a family with you?"

Regina sputtered and set her drink down. "What do you mean?"

Killian stood up and walked around to Regina. The woman tried to stand, but her vision was blurry and her legs shaky. _Shit, he drugged me. He spiked my drink while I was in the bathroom._ "No matter how hard you deny it, you'll always be the Evil Queen. This town will never accept you." The brunette, loosing control of her limbs, fell to the ground. Her head hit first, and hard, causing her to whimper in pain. "And I know that you want Emma," He leaned down and whispered into her ear. Tears began to fall onto her cheeks. "But, thanks to my genius plan, I've made sure that she never leaves me." Consciousness was leaving her, and the last thing she remembered was seeing Killian laughing over her.

Emma had a feeling about something. She was sitting at her desk in the sheriffs office, aiming wads of paper at the garbage bin, when she felt a pang of hurt in her chest. At first she ignored it, but when it happened again, she stood up and walked around, contemplating what could have happened. As she thought, nothing made sense. She knew that when things like this happened, it meant her true love was in trouble. But Killian was with Regina. Regina, as much as she disliked the pirate, would never hurt him. She knew that Emma liked him too much. Did Regina even realize that she would rather spend time with her than Killian? Another pang, this time worse than the other two. Okay, she decided, she was going over to the mansion and seeing what was going on.

When she got to the front of the mayoral mansion, she knocked loudly. Emma waited for a moment, but there was no answer. The sheriff knocked again, and there was still no answer. "Regina, Killian? You guys in here?" she shouted. No reply. No matter what she did, no one answered. The door was locked, and she knew Regina didn't have a hide-a-key, so she tried instead to use her magic to unlock the door. She heard a click and smirked to herself. The door opened slowly, and the sight she saw had her jaw dropping.

Chairs were overturned, glasses were smashed, and there was blood trailing across the pristine marble floor. "Killian? Regina?" She cried worriedly. If anything happened to either of them, well, nothing would happen to them.

The blonde walked around the lower level of the house, looking for any signs of the two people that were supposed to be in the house. She kept shouting for them, but there was never a reply. That is, until she reached the study. No one was in there, but she heard whimpering, a woman's whimpering, and without a doubt knew it was Regina. She ran around frantically, trying to figure out where it was coming from. Minutes passed, and it seemed like the crying grew louder the closer she moved towards the bookcase. Despite the situation, Emma laughed. The most obvious spot a secret room entrance could have been.

She felt around for a full minute before she found the right book. She pulled it out, and the bookcase flew open, revealing a set of stairs lit with torches. How very Enchanted Forest, Emma thought. Slowly, she grabbed a torch and began to descend the stairs. As she walked, she could hear Regina's cries grow louder, and more intense. "Regina? Are you okay?" She called out. Suddenly, it went completely silent. "Regina?" Emma began to run down the stairs, anxiety filling her system.

Soon enough, she reached the end on the stairwell. The blonde lifted the torch higher, trying to locate where the mayor was. The darkness seemed endless, and her hope diminished. Maybe she was just dreaming, dozing off at the desk back at the sheriff's station. "Hello? Anyone down here?" She walked through the quiet, squinting as she tried to look for anything that could mean someone was down here.

After a minute, Emma tripped and fell and the fire on her torch went out. "Shit," She muttered, but when she looked around, she saw a light through a crack in the rock wall. The blonde stood up and walked to the small light, feeling around to see if she could open it. Emma heard a click, and then the door opened, revealing a dimly lit room with two people in it-the two people Emma had been looking for.

Regina was unconscious, hanging from the wall from rusty chains, with blood and dirt all over her body. Her normally perfect hair was caked with blood, and her pristine clothes were torn. And Killian, standing over her with a bloody knife in his good hand, and his hook was bloodied as well. He had four bloody lines on his cheek, most likely from Regina fighting back against him. "K-Killian?" She whispered, her voice cracking in fear.

"Emma, love, it's not what it looks like," He began weakly. The sheriff ran over to Regina and began to unchain her, but it was a lot more difficult than it seemed. "What are you doing?" He snapped. When Emma looked up, she was terrified. The pirate had blood dripping from his cuts, and his hair was completely disheveled. "If you just move, I'll make sure nothing happens to you, or your boy."

"What the hell? I'm not just going to let you torture Regina!" She shouted as she waved her hands and the chains on the brunette fell away. She almost fell face-first onto the ground, but Emma caught her and was used almost as a cushion for the unconscious woman. Killian chuckled darkly.

"Do you really think that I'm just going to let you get away?" He said as he pushed Regina off of her and grabbed the blonde by her hair. Emma cried out in pain and fear, kicking and screaming for him to let her go. "I just wanted to finish what that idiot started many years ago, which he could've finished had your charming parents not come in to stop him." The man gathered her hair back and forced her head so that she was looking up into his eyes. "But, of course, you had to make things difficult."

"What do you mean?" She asked quietly. "Who hurt Regina?!"

"When she was kidnapped, and electro-" He paused when he saw tears spring into her eyes, and began to laugh and drag her around the room as if she were a doll. "Oh, did your perfect little parents not tell you? Not only did I help in her abduction, darling, but I helped in her torture as well. We tied her up and electrocuted her until she couldn't see, couldn't breathe, couldn't move. Had she not been rescued and had that cuff taken off, she would be dead, and we wouldn't be in this situation."

"You _bastard_!" She screamed and moved her head just far enough to bite into his hand. He growled like an animal and dropped her.

"You'll pay for that, you little orphan!" He shouted and slapped her across the face hard enough that she fell to the ground, stars behind her eyes. He raised his hand again, but Regina had began to stir, and he whipped his head to face her instead. "Should I make you watch her in pain?" He asked and stormed over to the brunette. Killian began to pick her up, but a flash of white light emanated from her chest, and he was pushed back, causing him to hit his head on a sharp rock and fall limp to the ground. Regina fell hard to the floor, and Emma crawled over to her.

"Regina, can you hear me?" she whispered and shook the older woman gently. There was no response. Deciding it would be better not to try again, she stood up and lifted Regina into her arms, limping out of the room and shutting the door behind her, leaving Killian inside. The blonde squeezed her eyes shut, imagining them both at the hospital, and soon she felt her magic engulf them, and when she opened her eyes again, they were lying on the cold hospital floor.

"Help Regina first," She said when doctors and nurses ran over to them, and then her vision went black.

The first thing Regina heard when she woke up was muffled sniffling. Her arm felt heavy, and she hurt all over. The last thing she remembered was Killian standing over her, her realizing that she had been drugged, and then passing out on her floor. The brunette turned her head as she tried to locate the source of the noise, but her neck hurt so much that she whimpered in pain. "Regina?" A frantic voice asked. She opened her eyes slowly, and it took her eyes a minute to adjust before she saw Emma practically lying on the hospital bed next to her. _When did I get to the hospital?_ "Thank god, you're finally awake!"

"What do you mean finally?" Regina croaked. Emma wiped at her eyes and took a couple of deep breaths, giving the woman time to take in her friend's current state. Her eyes and nose were read from crying, her hair was pulled into a messy knot on the top of her head, and her clothes were wrinkled and looked old. She must have been here for a while, just sitting with the unconscious woman.

"You've been asleep for almost two weeks now." The blonde explained. "D-do you remember what happened?" Regina shook her head. Emma took another deep breath. "Killian, he… he tried to kill you. And me, when I tried to help you. He almost got to me, but then he picked you up and tried to hurt you, and this light came out of your chest, and he shot back and you passed out again, and then I poofed us here, and then I passed out. When I woke up they said I only had a concussion, but when I asked about you, they got really quiet. They refused to tell me anything for a while." Emma looked as if she was about to rant again, but Regina moved her good hand to touch the sheriff's, warning her to slow down. Emma smiled softly and nodded she spoke again, it was slower and just a little quieter than before. "So then I told them that I could arrest them, and they told me that you were in surgery. You had internal bleeding, drugs in your system, and a broken wrist, along with a lot of cuts and bruises. You've been conked out for 12 days. I've been here for 11 of them."

"W-why?" She whispered.

"Why did I save you or why did I stay in this hospital for 11 days?"

"Both, I suppose," She laughed quietly.

"Because I love you," Emma replied, so quiet Regina almost couldn't hear. "And I should never have let Killian get a hold of me, or you, like that. And now that he's gone, and I know that you're safe, I'm never going to let you go again." The brunette smiled and reached out a shaky hand towards the blonde, moving her thumb up and down the other woman's face. Emma looked down at her in surprise, and let out a quiet sob when Regina uttered the words, "I love you, too." She leaned down and, very gently, placed a kiss on the mayor's lips, who returned with ease. After a moment, the injured woman pulled away and took a few deep breaths. "You okay?" Emma asked. Regina nodded.

"I just need to rest a little." She replied. "Will you be here when I wake up?"

"Of course. And I can bring Henry too." The older woman smiled and nodded as sleep began to overtake her. "Now sleep, love, for I'll be here when you wake."

5-months later, and Emma had moved in with Regina and Henry. The two women had healed, and the mansion had been cleaned of any residue from the day Killian had attacked them. When the Mayor and the Sheriff had announced their relationship to the town, most everyone was completely accepting of it immediately, and those who weren't soon learned to tolerate them. Killian's funeral had been a few weeks after Regina got out of the hospital-only a couple of his old crew members had gone. Snow and Charming apologized for not telling Emma about what had happened to Regina, but that was the past, she had said, and she was trying to put the past behind her. And as the blonde laid with her lover in the backyard under the apple tree, staring up at the stars on a cheesy picnic blanket, she knew that she could stay like this forever, just holding Regina in her arms. And that was enough for her. Done.


End file.
